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ad lib 



Tho’ sore 1 wot has been his lot, 
And pressed with poverty, 

He’s struggled and fainted not, 

To lay it light oil me, 

And clouds c>i* care fly quickly past, 
And smiles begin to dawn 
If e’er my anxious eye be cast 
Upon my own old man. 

3 

And lovely tho’ he looked to me 
The day 1 was his bride 
Vet lovelier now he seems to be 
With Mary by his side; 


And when my Johnny climbs his knee, 

No picture ever drawn 

Could show' the smiling face I see 

Upon my own old man. 
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I loved to see his dark locks flow', 

1 love his silvery hair, 

1 loved him with his smooth bright brow 
And now when ribb’d with care, 

For each grey hair and furrowed cell 
And feature sharp and w an, 

Of many noble struggles tell 
To be a kind old man. 


My old man .2 . 








































































































